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Educate, Educate

W

hen I joined the Spiritans, straight out of High School, I had not the
slightest intention of being an educator. After twelve years of sitting on
hard benches and having to pass an examination annually in seven or eight
subjects, I just wanted to get out into the real world, the man’s world. And I had read
enough about the travels of Mungo Park, Richard Burton, David Livingstone and
Henry Stanley to know that Africa was where I wanted to be.
In my final year in school, a Spiritan had visited our school looking for candidates
for his group. He spoke of Africa, of Bishop Shanahan, of the missionary life which
seemed to me to be so glamorous, so exciting and above all, so free. So I signed up to
begin my training to be a missionary priest in Africa. Or so I thought.
The thirty other seventeen or eighteen year olds seemed to know each other well the
day we assembled that September evening in 1948. I felt very much an outsider. I soon
realized most of the young men in the group had been educated in one of the Spiritan
schools in Ireland and shared stories of “The Bruce”, “Johnny Player” and “Buckshot.”
I at that time had not even known that Spiritans were involved in education. Fr. Bob
Hudson, when he visited my high school, had not mentioned the possibility that I
might spend my life as a teacher.
When I arrived with my class at the major seminary in Dublin, after a year of
initiation in rural Tipperary, I was sent to university to do a degree in Science. Six years
later, after getting my degree and teaching in Trinidad, I had still not even started my
studies to be a priest! After six further years of study in the areas of philosophy and
theology, I finally got my first appointment. I was to teach in Canada, in Neil McNeil
High School, Toronto. And I continued to teach in the Catholic school system there
until I retired at the mandatory age of sixty five.
So the Spiritans thwarted my missionary vocation! Not really. Early on in my
seminary days I learned that from the beginning the Spiritans had always used
education as a cornerstone in their effort to bring good news to people. The success
of our missions was built on comprehensive systems of education.
This issue of Spiritan and the ones which follow will try to catch the history of
Spiritan education in our mission territories as well as its history in the home countries
where vocations were fostered by promoting mission awareness in their schools and
in the Catholic communities at large.
As a Spiritan who “stayed at home”, I have never felt that my vocation as a
missionary had been frustrated. As a member of such a great international team I felt
that I was very much a part of its missionary thrust. My contributions in keeping the
vision of Des Places and Libermann alive, as well as my support for our overseas
missionaries, fulfilled the role to which I was called as a senior in High School many
years ago.
In the Spiritan tradition, the pastoral and educational ministries go hand in hand,
the home countries and the overseas missions are a vital partnership. The formula has
worked for three centuries. May it continue to do so for many years to come.
Gerald FitzGerald CSSp
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As I See It

Living in the
Islamic World
John O’Brien CSSp

PA K I S TA N

O

ur Spiritan group in Pakistan has
been deeply affected by the experience of living and working over
many years in a totally encompassing yet
extremely complex Islamic environment.
This multi-layered experience by turn
has overwhelmed, tolerated, enriched,
addressed and invited us.

Photo courtesy of Pentecôte sur le Monde

Overwhelmed
“It tames you” is how one missionary
described it. It is simply bigger and stronger
and more vast than any combination of
strategies can get a handle on. You have to
come to terms with a situation of minority:
accept to be pretty far down the line, to be
small and to count hardly at all. We follow
Muslim feasts, observe Islamic dietary restrictions, use Islamic terminology, hear the
Friday sermon on the loudspeakers. These
loudspeakers that blast the call to prayer

from every mosque seem to take a particular delight in aiming the transmission at the
houses and churches of Christians. They
presumably think they are doing a good
deed, proclaiming God’s word and offering
salvation to the lost. We have to relinquish
a lot of familiar supports e.g. December 25
is a public holiday because of the birthday
of Jinnah. The first Good Friday in a Muslim country is an extraordinary experience:
life proceeds as if Christ had not died for
humanity — as indeed he has not, according to their ideology.
While missionaries, precisely because
they are perceived as good-living foreigners
and wealthy to boot, are spared the undisguised hostility shown to ordinary Christians and Hindus, the hostility that hides
behind sometimes feigned politeness and
sometimes genuine acceptance occasionally
explodes to the surface. Two of our

churches have been attacked and desecrated, a Christian village has been burned
down, there have been massacres of worshipping Christians, several Christians have
been sentenced to death under the blasphemy laws. It would be misleading to suggest
that this kind of behaviour represents the
majority of Muslims. It does not. Nor is it
directed solely against Christians — Sunnis
and Shias perpetrate similar attacks against
each other. But it can and does happen.
What was always a church of survival increasingly seems like a church of martyrs.

Tolerated
It is no small thing that missionaries are
tolerated in the Islamic Republic of Pakistan. They are not given entry to Hindu
India or Buddhist Sri Lanka despite the
claims of both to be secular states. In however hedged and restricted a manner,
Wedding day in Pakistan.
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Pakistani Islam does recognize that there is
a Christian minority in the country, that it
does have a right to practise its religion and
manage its own institutions. Far fewer missionaries have been murdered in Pakistan
than in India. There is at least some recognition that Christians and their religion are
worthy of respect. Other minorities in the
country say they are not made to feel that
Pakistan is their homeland.
The deeper dimension of this tolerance
is the hospitality of the people. Until you
are known you are a stranger, but when
you are known there is a welcome. Culturally, this follows from the value that it is
honourable to receive a visitor with proper
respect. This value is deeply held. The generosity with which it is expressed can
sometimes humble us and invite us to a
more inclusive hospitality in our own lives.

nor its laws and traditions are God. Only
God is God. While there remains the question of what kind of god is the God who
alone is God, this confession of faith serves
to purge us from our never-ending tendency to construct religion in our likeness
rather than allow God to be God.

Religion is not God.
No experience of God
is God. Neither the
Church nor its laws
and traditions are God.
Only God is God.

Enriched
If there is one facet of Islam that continually enriches our lives it is its nonnegotiable and relentless confession of the
absolute transcendence and sovereignty of
God. “La ilah illa Allah”(There is no god
but God). Religion is not God. No experience of God is God. Neither the Church

With this enrichment comes the invitation to submit to the sovereignty of God.
This is the spiritual and theological heart of
Islam. For a Christian to submit to this
foundational conviction would be to submit
unreservedly to the God revealed in Jesus of
Nazareth by taking the unconditional, but

always utterly mysterious love of God made
visible in Jesus with the same absolute seriousness and submission that convinced
Muslims show before the name of Allah.
To observe the devout Muslim at prayer,
whether in the standard way, or in some of
the devout practices of popular devotion
such as standing together in the mosque
and chanting Allah-u (God is) rhythmically
as they beat their breasts, raising the tone
and speed of the recitation to a dervish-like
state of ecstasy, is to see people for whom
the reality of God is to be taken with absolute seriousness. To speak to such people
about religious faith inevitably implies an
examination and deepening of one’s own.
Before we ever embark on the path of dialogue, Islam is speaking to us and facilitating a dialogue within ourselves. Visitors to
Pakistan have rediscovered buried dimensions of their own Christian faith in observing the faith of Pakistani Muslims.

Addressed
There is an aesthetic side to Pakistani
Islam especially in its calligraphy and architecture. The exquisite architecture of some
mosques and Sufi shrines communicates
a deeply religious message. Space and

Thirty years of Spiritan
Presence in Pakistan

I

n 1977 the first Spiritan mission group arrived in Pakistan in
the Indian sub-continent. Some Spiritan priests had served in
India in the 18th century but the last of these withdrew from
their missions in Pondicherry and Chandernagor, now called
Chandannagar, on the Bay of Bengal, in 1886. The trade school and
college they founded were handed over to the newly-created
Archdiocese of Pondicherry.
The group which went to Pakistan, re-establishing the presence
of Spiritans in the subcontinent, did so at the request of the
bishops’ conference there. Their mission in their adopted country
is to act as agents for human liberation, to establish respectful
dialogue with Hinduism and Islam and to assist in the
evangelization of tribal people. The bishop of Multan entrusted to
them the parish of Rahim yar Khan from which they serve both the
Ainjabii Catholic and the Marwari Bheel Hindu communities.
Both peoples come within the Spiritan charism as they are
marginalized and discriminated against, being either of very low
caste or being outside the caste system: outcast and untouchable.
The mission serves according to the model described in these
words by the General Council of the Spiritans; “We go to people
not primarily to accomplish a task but rather to be with them, live
4

with them, walk with them, listen to them and share our faith with
them. At the heart of our relationship are trust, respect and love.”
The mission team, with the help of devoted catechists and lay
helpers, operate a wide variety of services for both the Catholics
and the Marwari Bheel people. Children of both communities live
and learn together in Holy Cross High School. A successful small
loan scheme is in place to help the poor acquire better housing and
plots of land for cultivation. Tuberculosis clinics have been set up, a
training program for female health workers has been initiated. And
Muslim-Christian dialogue groups have been established among
the more educated people. The sad fact however is that the local
Catholic church has little interest in these efforts.
But the mission group is not discouraged. Although in many
ways it does not have much to show for a lot of effort, at the same
time the Spiritans in Rahim yar Khan have a profound sense of
having come to mean something to many people, a feeling that the
people they serve experience them as sincere, as being genuinely
interested in them, as being respectful of them and as seeking no
self-interest in any of their actions.
For thirty years seeds have been sown and the labourers continue
to work. The Holy Spirit alone will determine the increase. ■
August 2007 / Spiritan

for a ministry that must sometimes seems
as unrewarding as our own, the uphill
struggle to summon people to faith.
Sometimes there is a single call. The
tone is appealing, the words are clear, the
voice seems sincere. One actually does hear
within oneself a call to prayer. Allah-uakbar (God is great) seems a faith-filled
proclamation that God is indeed great, that
His compassion and forgiveness are great,
that His designs for humankind are great.
Some of our group consciously try to experience the call to dawn prayers as an invitation to pray and to be one with our
Muslim sisters and brothers before the
greatness of God.

Invited
Many of us feel invited to enter more
deeply into this world. Islam remains for us
an object of ongoing reflection, study and
engagement. Some have attended courses
on Islam. The group has twice organized its
annual study session around Islamic theology. There is still much to learn. Yet we
may not allow ourselves to forget that our
ministry does have a specific focus, and
however much the imperative of religious
dialogue with the people of Islam asserts

itself, we have made a preferential option
to accompany two marginal groups from
the minority communities. That is our
mission. A dialogue of life with Muslims
co-defines its context.
Such dialogue raises one final question:
what kind of Church can speak of the foundational mysteries of its faith — Trinity,
Incarnation, the Cross, Redemption —
in a manner that is not simply religious
ideology? A Church no longer focused on
its institutional power, but a servant of
human community and solidarity, a
Church that turns its back on triumphalism, that refuses to retreat into a cycle of
mere self-perpetuation but never ceases to
pitch its tent among suffering humanity, a
Church that is prepared to suffer and become small in fidelity to the project of love,
a Church that chooses to serve rather than
control and risks its very self so that others
may have life.
Perhaps part of the purpose of a living
dialogue with Islam in a situation of
minority, vulnerability and oppression is
to learn to become a Church like this. ■
This is part 3 and the conclusion of
Fr. O’Brien’s article for Spiritan.

Photo courtesy of Jonathan Murray CSSp

proportion are an unmistakable testimony
to the transcendent presence of the sacred.
These places speak, even if wordlessly. One
is in no doubt about the invitation to listen
in silent wonder.
In this religious culture the divine is beyond representation. But calligraphic art,
intricate but unadorned lettering in Urdu
script, communicates the presence of the
mysterious and the divine. Gradually this is
making its way into Christian art — examples are Khuda muhubat hai (God is love)
calligraphed in the shape of a triangle to
communicate God’s tri-unity, or Alleluia
in the form of a circle to indicate God’s
infinity.
This type of interfaith dialogue arguably
speaks to deeper levels of consciousness
than verbal exchange.
Hearing the Call to Prayer is a mixed experience. An aggressive cacophony from the
loudspeakers of any number of mosques at
the same time makes it difficult to experience it as a call to prayer. When it is a taperecorded message, or is given out by a
young boy, or there is an edge of weariness
or aggression in the voice, it can elicit a
mixture of annoyance and sympathy: annoyance at its empty formalism, sympathy

Spiritan Marc
Tyrant (right) joins a
local catechist in prayer.

Spiritan / August 2007

5

Justice, Peace and Reconciliation

A Journey that Shaped Our Lives
Gary Warner

A

long with my wife Joy, I became a
Lay Spiritan after what seemed in
retrospect like a long journey of
life-based formation for Spiritan mission.
The initial thrust of the Spiritan Congregation as a “mission to the Blacks” is reflected
in its contemporary mission of service
primarily to the most disadvantaged and
disenfranchised.
Though the experiences of my life, especially in my early years as well as through my
reading, I have come to realize strongly that
our lived experiences are an important pathway to encounter God and the sources of
inspiration God provides for our guidance.
In the spirit which tells me that what I
say in my words is so much less important
than what I mean with my life, I have come
to see my own calling as living in the secular world, translating my Christian spirituality into the everyday world of family,
work and civic interactions, being a witness, working for the building of God’s
Kingdom of Love, Justice and Peace by the
vision I bring and the choices I make in my
family, professional and social life. This is
the essence of the commitment we make as
Lay Spiritans.

nity on campus. This was in the mid-sixties,
an exciting and productive era in the evolution of the church’s social doctrine. The
Theology of liberation, being developed in
Latin America where the church had traditionally been associated with the rich and
powerful, was calling Catholics to be active
participants in helping to change the
economic and political systems that maintain social injustice. From this theology
emerged the belief that although God loves

Trinidad, France, Canada

us all, excluding nobody, God has a special
predilection for those excluded from the
banquet of life, a preferential love of the
poor. The Canadian Catholic Bishops took
up this understanding of poverty as an
injustice in their social teachings.

Many years ago, as a young student in a
Spiritans’ School, St. Mary’s College, Portof-Spain, Trinidad, I got my first experience
of faith-filled social outreach visiting the
sick in the General Hospital, as a member
of the school’s Legion of Mary presidium.
While still in school I joined a small
reflection group which was studying the
social teachings of the Church.
As a university student in France, two
chaplains there contributed significantly to
my ongoing formation to a life of faith in
action. Both were charismatic and inspiring
leaders who deepened the social consciousness of many Christian students that they
are called to be active agents in God’s vineyard, working to “undo the thongs of the
yoke, to let the oppressed go free” (Is 58:6).
On taking an appointment to McMaster
University in Hamilton, Ontario, I became
involved in a very vibrant Catholic commu6

avenues for me to translate my faith into
action. Serving overseas with CUSO in a
variety of development programs, I was
able to introduce a segment on spirituality
and development into my presentations.
Pope John Paul II insisted that development is not merely an economic issue, it
must involve the social, cultural and spiritual needs of the people being served.
From my consideration of this message
and my experience in the field, I realized
that peace was the first prerequisite for full
human development. On my return to
McMaster I worked hard in the building of
a peace culture in the university and the
Hamilton community. Though the Centre
for Peace Studies at McMaster, the Civic
Centre, the Development and Peace group
in my parish and the Spiritans, I have been
able to spread the social teaching of the
Church as well as to have hands-on participation in events which promote peace.

Lay Spiritan community

Joy and Gary Warner, Lay Spiritans.

International development
and civil rights
This same vision and understanding has
inspired my journey in the subsequent
forty years. I have derived great inspiration
in pursuing volunteer work in the area of
anti-racism and civil rights from Rev.
Martin Luther King Jr., Nelson Mandela,
and Bishop Tutu. Campaigning against the
systemic racism which, although often unintended and unconscious, is embedded in
our culture has taken many forms for me
over the years.
International development work and
advocacy for global justice have also been

As a Lay Spiritan, I have a community of
brothers and sisters around me who share
my vision of the better world; the world
transformed according to God’s wishes for
it, as revealed by his Son, Jesus. The Spiritan
charism of special concern for the marginalized and excluded, the recognition that
God’s Spirit resides in every human heart,
and the willingness to be guided by the
Spirit which blows where it will, is the motivating force inspiring Lay Spiritans. We
commit ourselves to an active prayer life
and to follow the promptings of the Spirit,
to work to give options to those who are
most poor, vulnerable and excluded.
To this cause, Joy and I have made a
lifelong commitment. We thank God daily
for leading us on a journey to where we are
today. As Spiritans we echo the prayer of
Francis Libermann “O Divine Spirit, I wish
to be like a feather before you, so that you
breath may carry me wherever it pleases
and may I never offer it any resistance.” ■
This is a digest of an article from “Spiritan
Horizons”, Centre for Spiritan Studies,
Duquesne University. Used with permission.
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Letter from Mozambique
Ronan White CSSp
Dear Readers of Spiritan,
reetings from Mozambique where it is lovely and
cool at the moment. I hope that all is well with you
there in Canada. Here we are fine although it seems
that the cooler weather is making us all a bit indisposed. I
am down with a bit of malaria at the moment, while my
companion Fr. Alberto Tehindemba CSSp is not feeling so
well either.
The money you sent to us was used to support a
farmer’s association in buying, among other items, two bullocks and a plough. A cart is being constructed at the moment by local welders. The bullocks were bought two weeks
ago and were delivered to the association’s farm on the 12th
of June. It was a long and exhausting day; everything that
could possibly have gone wrong went wrong.
The transport for the cattle, which was meant to arrive
at 6 am did not arrive until 11 am. When the two bullocks
were loaded onto the truck, they simply leaped over the side
of it! It turned out that the wooden bars meant to keep the
cattle in were only kept together by string! We told the
driver to go and get the job done properly but he started
complaining that he didn’t have the money to buy nails,
nor petrol to get us to our destination, nor lunch!
So we had to go back to the transport company, order
the director to give the driver money for both petrol and
construction of the bars. We left it to him to beg for his
lunch money! We got back to the cattle at 2 pm to find the
driver and some others chopping trees in a nearby forest.
They then used the wood to build up the sides of the truck.
The job was finally finished at about 3:30 pm and then
we had to go back out to the herd and find the two head of
cattle we had bought. Once again the bullocks panicked
when loaded onto to the truck. They jumped over the side,
completely destroying all the woodwork in the process. We
had to rebuild the sides of the truck, round up the cattle
again and finally got them safely on board at about 5 pm.
We then had to set off on the two hour drive, on dreadful
roads and tracks, to a place called Tchiane.
The members of the group, especially the women, were
very uneasy about going at this late hour. Our original plan
had been to leave at 6:30 in the morning, get there at 8:30,
unload the cattle and be back home by lunch time. I was
quite uneasy about it myself as it is not a great idea to
travel in the dark here. However, the thought of repeating
the entire process and facing the same dilemma the following day was too disturbing so, with the support of a few
others, I insisted that we push on.
All was going well on the journey until we came across
the Rio de Feiticos (“the River of Magic Spells”). Of course
the truck broke down in the river and we all had to get out
to push it. The people with us were extremely reluctant to

G
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be getting out of the safety of the truck
anywhere near the River of Spells, not
to mind in the middle of it, in the pitch
darkness of night. We managed to push
the truck out of the river and it struggled, spluttering and stopping and
starting for the rest of the journey until Stubborn and tired, refusing to move
we finally arrived in Tchiane. The two onto truck.
hour journey took us over four hours.
It was completely dark, with only a
tiny amount of moon to help us, but
we managed to unload the animals
without too much difficulty and found
our way to a hut where some of the
farmers’ association members had
gathered earlier in the day in anticipation of our arrival. They had some
badly needed food cooking on a fire
and a few buckets of local beer.
Ronan, 10 pm, with the bullocks
Then the party began. The women unloaded in Tchiane.
started dancing, the men started
singing and everyone started downing
the local brew. The joy that the arrival
of the cattle had brought was clearly
written across the face and heard in the
voice of everyone there that night. They
danced and sang and thanked God for
the gift they had received. It was a wonderful night spent around a fire under
the glimmering African sky, a night
that will stay with me for the rest of my
life. We didn’t get back to Nampula Happy members of AJUDENA in
Tchiane.
until late the following morning.
At the moment the animals are being trained and
most of the members of the association are there in Tchiane participating in the training, learning how to treat
and work the animals. Training should take a further 20
days and the cart should be built by the end of the week.
So we hope that by next month, the beasts will be in operation both ploughing the land and drawing cart loads
of products from the farm to the markets in Nampula.
Once the cart has been paid for and a few of the remaining costs covered, I will send you a proper report of
the entire project. But for the moment I just wanted to
keep you informed and let you know how happy and
thankful the members of the farming cooperative called
‘AJUDENA’ are for the gift of $3,000 US from their
supporters in Canada. The two bullocks, plough and cart
will make a huge difference in the lives of the people in
Tchaine. ■
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Spiritans in Education

A Long and Varied History

M

ost readers of Spiritan are aware of the connection between the Holy Ghost Congregation and education. In Toronto, Neil McNeil,
Regina Pacis, Marian Academy, and Libermann
Catholic High Schools were all founded by Spiritans. In
Edmonton who does not know about Fr. Michael Troy’s
decades-long involvement with St. Joseph’s and most recently with “his own” Father Michael Troy School? Predating any of these schools was Collège Saint-Alexandre in
the Gatineau north of Ottawa while in the United States
Spiritans founded Duquesne University, Pittsburgh and
Holy Ghost Prep, Philadelphia. Readers in Ireland are well
aware of Blackrock, St. Michael’s, St. Mary’s and Templelogue Colleges in Dublin and Rockwell College in Tipperary. By their schools you will know them.
Not only by their schools but by their commitment to
education in general. The French government encouraged
the early Spiritan missionaries in Africa to gather as much
educational material as possible in their mission territories
— material in the areas of geography, natural history, anthropology and linguistics. Large tracts of Africa were terra
incognita to Europeans when the early missionaries first
charted sections of the upper Congo River in fifty-five
maps. Other French Spiritans showed great interest in
African flora and fauna. Of one such missionary, Fr.
Klaine in Gabon, it was written “Between Libreville and
the Niger no one ate a cultivated mango, a choice banana,
a juicy pineapple or sapodilla which was not the fruit of
his unremitting labour.” In various botanical research stations, the Spiritans improved local crops and introduced
new species of plants.

Farms
In some areas the missionaries established large commercial plantations where horticulture and land management were taught. Not all Spiritans approved of this work
— weren’t they in Africa to “save souls”? But these plantations gave employment and taught skills to the local
people. In addition, the profits from them helped support
dioceses, parishes, schools, hospitals, dispensaries and orphanages as well as institutions caring for the poor and the
sick in the villages. For several generations most missions
were self-sustaining, thanks to their farms.
Spiritan brothers brought coffee to Zanzibar — today it
has become East Africa’s major export crop. As the missionaries traveled further and further inland to Kilimanjaro, Nairobi and Mombasa, they brought coffee trees with
8

them to support the mission stations. A superior grade of
Kenyan coffee is still referred to as missionary coffee.

Linguistics
But above all else, the Spiritans missionaries were interested in the people they had come to evangelize. Nothing
reveals the soul of a people better than their language.
However despite encouraging learning the local language,
the bewildering multitude of dialects and languages in
close proximity to one another often discouraged them
from doing so. The priests and brothers in education did
not succeed nearly as well in becoming fluent in the local
tongue as did those who worked in parishes. Starting off
with the aid of a catechist-translator, many Spiritan priests
became sufficiently fluent to preach and celebrate the
sacraments in the local language. Where the local language
lacked the necessary technical terms they were not slow to
add new words or new meanings to existing words. Of
course, today all this is much more advanced — local
seminarians, priests and university students discover
much better ways to speak the Christian message in their
own native language. But when African Spiritans are
appointed to other countries in that vast continent, they
find their first assignment is to learn a foreign language.

“Educate, educate”
Back in the 1840s Francis Libermann considered education an integral part of missionary work. He emphasized
that every mission was to give priority to the schools. So in
short order academic subjects were added to the agricultural and vocational curriculum of Spiritan schools. In
these local “bush schools”, scattered throughout each mission territory, the boys and girls learned religion, reading,
writing and arithmetic. The mission paid the meager
salaries of the teachers and catechists and the priests regularly visited them as part of their work of preaching the
gospel. Although quite rudimentary in design and facilities, these bush schools were very efficient in teaching the
local people some basic learning skills and an elementary
knowledge of Christianity.
Bit by bit, standard elementary schools followed. They
taught the department of education programmes and
included the study of the European language of their
colonial master, English, French, Dutch, German, or
Portuguese. By 1960 it was estimated that the Spiritans
operated 7,000 grade schools, staffed by 70,000 teachers
and enrolling over 1,000,000 students.
August 2007 / Spiritan

As more and more students graduated
from Catholic grade schools, the need for
secondary schools and, later, colleges began
to grow. This huge system of education
required greater and greater numbers of
qualified teachers. So most dioceses built at
least one teacher training school to staff this
ever-growing system.

East Africa today
In January 2007 four members of the
Spiritan General Council in Rome visited
East Africa. The Spiritans there come from
three countries — Uganda, Kenya and
Tanzania. Throughout the area the visitors
found a thriving interest in the ministry of
education. Secondary schools in Tengeru,
Kasumo and Bagamoyo, sponsored and
managed by the Spiritans, are noted for their
programmes of high academic calibre. Marian Girls High School in Bagamoyo, located
on the site of the first Catholic parish in East
Africa, ranks among the finest in the nation.
They also found that technical/professional
and specialized schools, such as the Oklokola
School for the handicapped, the school for
the blind in Kampala and the Maasai Girls
School in Arusha make invaluable contributions to the church and people in East Africa.
The first attempt to found a Spiritan university in Africa was made in Pugu, Tanzania
in 1950. It was hoped that this top-level
college would eventually acquire university
status. But in the rapidly changing situation
of the 1960s this attempt had to be abandoned. Today, however, Spiritan professors,
many of them graduates of the mission
school system, lecture in universities in
Africa, Europe and North America.

Religious values
In terms of religious well-being, many
missions owe their flourishing condition to
the care they have lavished on their educational programs. In Southern Nigeria, for
instance, Bishop Shanahan’s development
of an extensive school system literally
changed the face of Igbo society. The Spiritan missionaries realized that, to quote a
bulletin sent to Rome, “to neglect education
would have meant to lose all our Catholic
influence and this within a few years.”
Social change came to society in the last
few centuries under the banner “Agitate,
Agitate.” The Spiritans brought good news
to mission territories under the banner
‘Educate, Educate.’ ■
Spiritan / August 2007

T he Clementine tree,
its creator, and its fruit
ccording to Spiritan history, Brother Marie-Clément used donated land
to develop a species of mandarin that became known as the Clementine
in 1894. He wasn’t a Spiritan at the time — but more about that later.
Marie-Clément was born Vital Rodier in 1839 in Malveille, France. He
wanted to become a Carthusian monk, but found the lifestyle too austere.
Instead, he joined the Brothers of the Annunciation at Misserghin near Oran in
Algeria where his uncle was a brother and where The Brothers of the
Annunciation ran an orphanage. They turned the surrounding land into an
agricultural estate with famous nurseries. Here Marie-Clément worked among
the vines and citrus trees and trained orphans from France and Algeria.
He introduced several hundred varieties of tree into the country, including
fruit and ornamental trees, a marvelous collection of rose bushes with almost
six hundred rare varieties. But his claim to fame is his development of a species
of mandarin, which was greatly admired by connoisseurs and which the
orphans named the Clementine.
One version of how he discovered his fruit says that an uncultivated tree
had grown among the thorn bushes on the property, on the back of the
Misserghin wadi. It was neither a mandarin tree nor an orange tree. Its fruit was
redder than a mandarin, had a delicious taste and no pith. At least that’s what a
young Arab told Brother Clément after having tasted it. Being very interested in
fruits, Brother Clément took it upon himself to make grafts with slips from this
peculiar tree. The operation was successful, the grafts increased and the new
tree was baptized a Clementine.
A second version of the discovery says that one day Brother Clément was
following a bee that was collecting pollen for honey making. The bee flew
from a Seville orange tree on to a mandarin tree. Clément was curious. What
would come from such cross-fertilization? He attached a red ribbon to the
flower of the mandarin tree and kept an eye on the fruit it produced. He then
made a seedling from the mature fruit and obtained a Clementine.
How do the Spiritans claim this discoverer as one of their own? Wasn’t he a
Brother of the Annunciation? The Brothers found themselves in serious
economic trouble in 1901. The Vatican authorized them to join the Spiritans
— which they did in 1092. So, when he died in 1904 Brother Marie-Clément
had been a Spiritan for two years.
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A Strange and

Wonderful Journey

Alais Ole Morindat

TA N Z A N I A
n 1961, I was captured by troops
and taken to school.
They knew that Maasai boys like
us would be out tending our livestock
on the plains. So, with a lorry and a Land
Rover full of police, they waited.
It was morning … not too hot, not too
cold and we were beginning to play
around. Then … a loud noise …. My
friend who was older than me said, “Look
at that!” I turned and saw creatures coming
towards us from afar.
“What is it?”
“This is an elephant.”
“But what about the little one?”
“This is a baby elephant!”
Then, as they came closer, my friend
said, “It’s not an elephant. It’s a rhino and
a baby rhino.”
By now, it was making a lot of noise and
elephants and rhinos only make a lot of
noise when they want to attack! My friend
told me that the best technique to defend
yourself is to slide flat onto the ground. So,
we did. But … strange … as they came
closer, there were fumes and they smelled
very bad to us.
The next thing we knew, soldiers
jumped out of the lorry and grabbed me.
Then, we drove around picking up others
in the same way. I think it took many
hours and we were just lying in the back of
the lorry. It was very bumpy and we
thought they were going to kill us, but after
a while, we were taken to a house. They
opened the door and said to go in. Somebody translated and told us not to worry;
we weren’t going to be killed. We were informed that this place was called a school
and that it was not a bad thing.
My home country of Tanzania had just
gained her independence and the new
government decided that tribes like us, the

I
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Maasai, were in need of a little “development”. But really, they meant westernization. And in order to fit into this concept
of western life, they thought we needed
to drop our own culture, to forget our
weapons and sticks, to dress differently and
to take part in formal education. The President wanted at least fifty boys from the
Maasai tribe to go to school. The Maasai
people rejected the president’s first decree.
And the second. And the third. And the
fourth. Eventually, some families sent the
children they didn’t like, but my father said,

T he new government decided
that tribes like us, the Maasai,
were in need of a little
“development”. But really,
they meant westernization.
“I will send the one I like the most.” Eventually, the president just sent the troops and
police in anyway. They came and captured
whoever they could lay their hands on.

The bell rang, the door opened
and we ran
On the first night, we ran away. When
we went into the school house we were told
to find a bed and sit on it. They were
double-decker bunk beds, so if you couldn’t
get the lower bed, you had to climb up to
the top. Through the windows we could see
even more children coming. The translator
told us that when we heard the bell, we had
to run. So, the bell rang, the door opened
and we ran. They hadn’t told us they didn’t
mean for us to run away completely. They
tried to stop us, but we were too fast! We
followed the sun and we knew the mountains, so by the next day we were home. It

was a twenty kilometre journey and I was
only six years old! But it was no good. They
had written down our names and our
fathers’ names and that same day, they
came to bring us back to school.

Order, order, order
School didn’t mean anything to me. I
really thought they were going to kill us.
They were rude and they dressed strangely.
I didn’t like the soap and the smells. The
beds were unusual and the food was not
milk. We were taught to hold chalk and we
were given boards on which to write. If you
wanted to speak, you had to raise your
hand. You had to stand up. You had to sit
down. You don’t talk. You have to listen.
You have to look at the teacher. You have
to write as he writes. Turn right, turn left.
Pray. Don’t talk. Sleep. Wake up. Pray
again. Order, order, order.
I really did think they were planning to
kill us eventually. But I’m still here. So there
was no killing. It was a government school
and we were all of us Maasai. Over time,
many people dropped out … or tried to. I
remember once they gave us an exam and
we were told that if we failed, we’d be sent
home. All of us did the exam in three minutes! We put an x on the paper and nothing
else. But we were not clever enough! They
looked at our monthly test results instead
— so there was no going home that time.

Becoming a warrior
After primary school though, I deliberately failed the exams and I went home to
become a warrior.
To become a warrior is a real exam. To
become a warrior is to move from childhood to adulthood. You have to learn about
taking responsibility. You have to learn
about guarding the interest of your community against intruders or any other external
forces. You have to learn about looking after
August 2007 / Spiritan

natural resources. So when I went home, I
forgot all about school. After that, I spent
my days as a protector of the grass and the
trees and the livestock. I learned to make
sure our animals weren’t killed by wildlife
and they provided food for my people.
I learned all about responsibility — not
just for my own area, but for everybody
else’s as well. A warrior must care about
everyone’s welfare — men and women,
young and old … It wasn’t just about making sure the pastoral system worked though
— it was also about representing my clan
and my tribe whenever they might need me
to. I was sent to deliver messages to destinations that were four hundred kilometres
away. I had to think and run and be respectful and learn warrior-ship skills. I had to
survive in the forests. I had to kill whatever
killed the cattle. I had to walk through the
night and protect my tribe. I even had to
steal cattle from other tribes! It was a tough
life and we had to stay mobile. During the
dry season, I stayed in a camp and learned
not to think about the pain of hunger ….

I am on my laptop. Sometimes, I change
out of my suit into my traditional clothes.
Sometimes I wear half Western, half
Maasai! I’m showing that it is possible —
to hold the spear in one hand and the
pen in the other! I come to a classroom in
Kimmage to tell students about the grassroots needs of the Maasai, but then I go
back to my own people and I share my
knowledge about Europe and about globalization and about privatization.

A bridge between worlds
I prefer always to go back to my own
people. But to go empty-handed is no
good. I feel I’ve become a bridge between
worlds — not a big or a strong one — but
a bridge, which can ferry a few people and
a few ideas. And ideas are very important. I
want to bring back my experiences of walking through different lives and cultures
and colours and people. I want to create a
meeting point of cultures for the North
and the South and to create a true dialogue
around issues of partnership and respect
and support that is actually meaningful.

My own story has taught me a few
things about development aid which I’ve
always passed on to my various employers
… sometimes to my cost.
This is what I’ve learned …
It’s good to support people and to provide development aid through — for instance — personnel. But those people
should not dominate the processes of development. Where one culture is undermined and someone else’s culture —
usually the West’s — is promoted, I just
can’t see it as fair. When these workers and
donors own the development initiatives,
then it’s not development. They should
build communities and individuals and
then hand power over to them. It has to be
about partnership, not domination. ■
Alais Ole Morindat is consultant for the
activities in the East African region of the
Development Studies Centre in Kimmage,
Ireland which was founded by Irish Spiritans
and operates out of their facilities. His
mandate is to promote and oversee the
many programs in which DSC is involved in
Tanzania and neighbouring countries.
Photos courtesy of Ned Marchessault CSSp

My two lives meet
I eventually did go back to school because of a Catholic priest I met who became a great friend. From there, I went to
teacher training college and came back to
work with Maasai children — something I
enjoyed and did with all my heart. As time
went on, I realized how valuable my
“other” education could be for my people.
For instance, I read government letters that
were not supporting pastoralists and informed them of what was happening. I
read newspapers and every day we had
gatherings after school to discuss our community issues. As their needs grew, so did
my thirst for education. This led me to
Kimmage and Maynooth and UCD in
Ireland. Eventually, I ended up working as
an advisor to Development Co-operation
Ireland in Dar Es Salaam.
But after two and half years of this very
luxurious job in the city with brass plates
and salutes, my heart took me back to my
people and back to the bush. Nowadays, I
spend my days in an office in Arusha. But
in the evening I commute back to my
Boma which is forty-five kilometres away.
Here we have our huts in a circle and the
cattle and goats are kept in the middle.
In my Boma, my two lives meet. Outside, my mother might roast a goat. Inside,
Spiritan / August 2007
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Rockwell

Reminiscences
IRELAND
IRELAND

hose of us who attended Rockwell College during the late 1940s
faced a challenging curriculum and a
disciplined lifestyle. We also enjoyed
a cornucopia of cocurricular activities:
debating societies, theatrical productions, a
student termly (The Rock), arts and crafts,
and a wide choice of rugby, rowing, cricket,
hurling, gaelic football, handball, basketball, tennis, boxing, track and field. Mens
sana in corpore sano might well have been
the school motto. And, of course, bolstered
by the sodalities, the Legion of Mary
and the annual Redemptorist-delivered
retreats, it was all designed to ensure our
salvation.
My first weeks in Rockwell were sheer
misery. A naïve thirteen-year-old from a
rural village of about 300, suddenly I was
thrust into a college population approach-

T
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ing twice that size. The laurels easily
acquired at my local National School soon
lost their sheen as I found myself in larger
classes of peers apparently better prepared.
During a visit to the office of the Dean of
Studies, much to his embarrassment and
mine, the loneliness and bewilderment
peaked and I dissolved into tears. By Christmas, however, I had begun to enjoy my new
life, and when I had to leave Rockwell five
years later it almost broke my heart.
In retrospect I realize that the richness
of my Rockwell experience derived largely
from the fellowship of my classmates and
their enduring friendship. It derived no less
from the intangible, scarcely definable atmosphere created by the Spiritan community. The prefects, the brothers, the priests,
who taught, coached, advised and administered the college, were all ultimately our

Finbarr Gallagher

teachers. Our learning extended well beyond the classroom, to the sports field, the
theatre, the debating hall, even the mildly
subversive Rock room.
As one who has taught at each level from
primary to post-graduate, and from my
experience as a student, I believe that it is
our secondary (high school) teachers who
most affect our formation. Many of my
Rockwell teachers I recall with respect and
affection: laymen “Pontius” O’Connor,
“Snags” Walsh, “Mac-ey” Farragher; prefects Jim Delaney, Bernie Murphy, Tom
Rock, Paddy Sheridan; Brother Benedict
Tobin. Several of the priests were in various
ways influential, but the three Spiritans
who, individually and collectively, epitomized the Rockwell experience for me were
Dr. Maurice Curtin, Father Tommy Nolan
and Father Reginald F. Walker.
August 2007 / Spiritan
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Dr. Maurice Curtin CSSp
Dr. Curtin was our Dean of Studies; it
was in his pristine office that, as a Rockwell
novice, I had broken down and wept. The
man exuded gravitas. His directives were
intoned in a Gregorian-Limerick hybrid.
“You will now proceed, in ranks and in
silence, to your respective dormitories.”
His own deportment was impeccable.
His silent, rubber-soled gliding, which had
earned him the soubriquet “Pussy”, permitted him to surprise many a miscreant.
No one had ever seen him run.
As a Latin teacher Dr. Curtin occasionally relinquished a shy smile for an adroit
Horation turn of phrase. Usually demanding, he could sometimes be surprisingly
tactful. Once when, confronted with translating a difficult passage of “unseen” Latin
prose, I resorted to vague circumlocution,
he merely urged, “Try to be less flowery.”
It was Dr. Curtin’s practice to interview
each student twice in his final year. After
my second counselling, I returned to the
Sixth-Year Study Hall. A while after my
classmates had left for their dormitory,
in ranks and in silence, I, charged with
delivering essays to some of the prefects,
emerged from the Study Hall and entered
the Long Hall leading to the marble staircase. As I did, I caught sight of Dr. Curtin,
his back to me, scanning the noticeboard.
About halfway down the hall — we boasted it was the longest hall in Ireland — I
sensed that someone was following me. It
had to be Dr. Curtin, and I knew he would
not shatter the great silence by calling out
to me. Without looking back, I increased
my pace, lengthening my stride, intent on
making him run.
I was half-way up the marble staircase at
the end of the hall when I felt a light hand
on my shoulder. “One moment, please,” he
panted, sotto voce, “Something I omitted to
mention. Avoid mediocrity! That is all.”
Even then I knew that moment was indelible. More than half a century later when I
visited Dr. Curtin, I recalled the incident,
confessing my impish sprint; confessing,
too, that I hadn’t always lived up to the
principle he had so enduringly implanted.
He smiled, indulgently.

Fr. “Tommy” Nolan CSSp
“Tommy” was my English teacher for
my final four years at Rockwell. By conventional criteria he might have been labelled
Spiritan / August 2007

Short History of
Rockwell College

O

n the death of Francis Libermann in 1852, his close friend and
colleague Ignatius Schwindenhammer was elected Superior
General. He was Libermann’s choice for the position as his vision
and philosophy were in tune with those of his predecessor.
Schwindenhammer served twenty nine years in the office. This was a
period of great growth in the Congregation of the Holy Ghost. New missions
were begun, the majority in Africa. New branches were established in
European countries. And in these years no fewer than thirty colleges were
founded, an average of one every year. Nineteen of these were in the “home
countries”, Europe and the U.S., while eleven were in “mission territories”,
most of these in Africa.
In 1860 the Spiritans established a beachhead in Ireland by opening
Blackrock College outside Dublin, followed shortly in 1864 by Rockwell
College in County Tipperary. The annals of the Spiritans in those years
include this quote, “Regarding the foundation of colleges and other works in
Ireland, Germany, the U.S. and Portugal, it was the personal desire of the late
Fr. Libermann to see the Holy Ghost Fathers (Spiritans) spread to these
countries.”
Rockwell College was developed on a 380 acre estate near Cashel, Co.
Tipperary, donated by a rich French businessman, Nicholas Thiebault, who
lived in the residence there which had earlier been a country home of Lord
Waterford.
The school flourished quickly as a boarding school for the sons of the
farming and merchant families of Munster. This area in southern Ireland was
one of the centers of the growing movement seeking political independence
for Ireland and the parents and staff of Rockwell would have been generally
sympathetic to this vision. It is not a coincidence that Eamon de Valera, a
leader in the 1916 rebellion, who was later President of Ireland, was on the
teaching staff of Rockwell.
Rockwell, unlike many other private colleges in Ireland at the time,
actively participated in the movement to revive the use of the Gaelic
language and over the years has produced many graduates who are fluent in
their native tongue.
The summer-school program in Ireland is widely known and generated
great publicity when Fr. Des Reid acquired a hot-air balloon. Camp
Rockwell, as it is now called, included both residential and day-camp
programs as well as an English-language program for overseas students.
Rockwell also produced such notable figures as Liam O’Flaherty, the
novelist and short-story writer, and Patrick Hillery, another President of
Ireland. The academic, professional, athletic, cultural, ecclesiastical, artistic
and athletic life in Ireland and especially in Munster, is enriched by many
Rockwell alumni.
The Rockwell of today, coeducational and largely a day school, continues
to preserve the traditions and values of the past, an era so well caught by
Finbar Gallaher in his Rockwell Reminiscences.
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The longest hall in Ireland.

incompetent: his eye-contact was confined to an individual or two
in the front row; the rest of us could chat quietly, read newspapers
or write letters to girlfriends. But we rarely did. So passionate was
his love of literature, and so eager his efforts to open our eyes and
ears to its power and beauty, that we avidly eavesdropped on his
tête-à-têtes.
For the weekly essay he allowed us a choice of as many as a dozen
topics, sometimes inviting us to submit either an essay or a poem. I
can still recite the first poem I wrote for him, the heavily clichéd
“Only a Faded Flower” and my elation on reading his hyperbolic
comment: “As good as anything in the Golden Treasury, and better
than some.” The essay topics were announced Friday, the essays written over the weekend and submitted Monday. Tommy returned
them the following Friday, regaling the class with the latest bloopers
(unattributed) and reading aloud to us the purple passages (attributed). We vied to avoid the former, and to be cited among the latter.
Even more remarkable than his encouragement of our creative
efforts was Tommy’s transformation of the potentially dull process
of parsing and analysis into something stimulating and exciting. He
once gave us the lengthy opening sentence of Milton’s Paradise
Lost, challenging us to identify its principal verb. We spent a whole
class searching for it, until one of us suddenly shrieked, “My God!
It’s the bloody imperative!” I do not doubt that Tommy sowed the
seeds of my later pursuing a PhD in English, and I surmise the
same is true of others, including my classmate and still close friend,
Father John D. Geary CSSp who this year, at age 75, successfully
completed his PhD studies at the University of Toronto.
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Fr. Reginald F. Walker CSSp
Probably the most influential figure of my Rockwell days, and
thereafter, was Father Reginald F. Walker, inevitably nicknamed
“Johnny”. As the only new Rockwell student boarding the midnight mail from Kingsbridge station (September 1945), from that
moment he took me under his wing. All but one of my Rockwell
years he was my Irish teacher. He was in charge of both the
5th-year and 6th-year Debating Societies, of which I was auditor;
coach of the cricket XI, which I vice-captained; faculty-adviser to
The Rock, which I edited. For him I acquired, as did my parents, the
utmost respect and an enduring affection.
As my unofficial mentor Father Walker did not hesitate to intervene if he thought I might be heading in the wrong direction. Fond
of a good pun himself, he nevertheless suggested to me that my addictive punning could be symptomatic of a predilection for sound
over sense. When, under the influence of Edgar Allan Poe, I had
published in The Rock some gruesome verse, he tactfully steered me
away from such adolescent morbidity.
In Religious Studies classes, his impressive qualifications as a
published Church historian, his suavity, his articulateness were
such that we seldom questioned even the pre-Vatican II Jansenistic
nonsense pervading much of what masqueraded as religious instruction in those days. (One Retreat Master, not Father Walker,
gleefully admonished us that every adolescent sexual fantasy caused
the Blessed Virgin to blush.)
Father Walker’s lightly worn erudition, his wit, his sense of humour greatly appealed to me. Although he seldom, if ever, explicitly
recruited me, it was largely with him as my inspiration that, in 1950, I
entered the Spiritan Novitiate, Kilshane. Four years later, when I had
decided not to renew my vows, he visited me at Kimmage Seminary.
I expected an attempt to dissuade me from leaving. Instead, having
ascertained that I had given the matter mature thought, he proffered
me advice, spiritual and practical, on coping with the transition from
seminary to workplace. His advice proved sound. It was by following
one of his practical suggestions, about what should be included in a
resume, that, several years later, I landed my first job in academia.

A Rockwell paradox
Today, sometimes sad, sometimes amused, I ponder a curious
contradiction. Those admirable Irish Spiritans, individually and
collectively, in the spirit of the time, strove to impose on their
charges a strict conformity to current doctrine. However, the
courses in Catholic apologetics, the formal debates, the informal
discussions were also developing in us a scorn for rationalization
and a keen nose for fallacies. Ironically, our clerical mentors were
forming minds later capable of challenging some of the calcified
tenets then being drummed into us.
When, in the early 1960s, Pope John XXIII launched the Second
Vatican Council, many of us rejoiced at this rekindling of openness
and hope in the Church. But the euphoria was short-lived. Pope
John XXIII’s successors appear to have abandoned the notion of
ecclesia semper reformanda. In their determination to turn back the
clock, they have forbidden even discussion of some initiatives for
change. That is hardly the way of the Holy Spirit. It was certainly
not the Rockwell way. ■
Finbarr Gallagher has retired from his position as professor of English
at Trent University, Peterborough, Ontario.
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Interview

Tanzania’s
Flying Padre
F

ather Pat Patten has received an prestigious humanitarian honour, the
2006 Oscar Romero “Give Me Wings”
Award for his work with the Flying Medical
Service in Tanzania, East Africa. Pat began
the FMS 23 years ago and has made it his
life’s work, a work that the Catholic Men’s
and Women’s movement of Austria felt
worthy of their highest humanitarian honour. They presented it to him on November
23, 2006, in front of nearly 500 people who
gave him a five-minute standing ovation.

Photo courtesy of Flying Medical Service website

Fr. Pat, why do you work with the
Maasai?
One of the amazing things about working
with people who appear so different is that
it reminds me, and I hope that it would remind all of us, that we’ve really not all the
same. We’re very, very different, and we can
either look at one another with a lot of prejudice or we can look at the big differences
and learn to love those differences. I work
with the Maasai because I think I have
something to offer them and they certainly
have something to offer back to us.
How have the human rights of the
Maasai been infringed upon?
Before independence the Maasai were
promised new lands, enough water for
their cattle, enough veterinary services,
enough health care, enough food, and most
of these Colonial government promises
were broken. But there’s another aspect to
human rights that’s not so obvious. We

talk about the freedom of speech or the
freedom to not be in prison, but I believe
there’s also a right to education, to good
health care, to a basic dignity. And often we
make it impossible for people to enjoy
these basic rights and freedom, not just in
the country of Tanzania but in many other
struggling countries as well.
For example, three days of developed
nations farm subsidies is more money than
the entire foreign aid given by these governments for an entire year. These subsidies may be helpful as charity to some, but
they also prevent people like the Maasai
from marketing their cattle at a fair price.
Yes, perhaps this is not just a matter of
charity, of giving, but also a matter of justice and human rights. Why should a child
who’s born in Tanzania expect to live less
than 40 years? Is that a matter of charity or
is that a matter of justice?
How do you feel about the work you
have been able to do?
There are so many people I work with, and
without each one of those people what I do
would not be possible. There are people
who spent a long time in prison because of
the things we have been working on, and I
think those people deserve to be honoured
more than I do.
Perhaps I could tell a very short story
that expresses what I feel. All of my pilots
including my first pilot who is from Lintz,
Austria, Leopold Gatringer, all of them —
Rebecca, Elizabeth, Leopold — everyone

Fr. Pat Patten with a Maasai patient.

who worked with me over the years,
because people appreciated what they did
have, had children named in their honor in
the different villages where we served. Over
the entire 23 years that I’ve been working
with the Flying Medical Service, however,
no one in any of the villages was ever
named Pat.
One day I landed at a village and a
woman came running out to the plane
with a big smile on her face. She said,
“Do you remember me?”
We see 58 patients a day, 365 days a
year, so I didn’t remember her. But she
said, “I remember you. You saved my life.
And you saved the life of my child. I had
obstructed labor, you flew in, you flew me
to hospital, I lived and my child lived. And
I’m so happy that I named him after you.
“Hey Peter, come here.”
I think the important thing is not that a
child gets named Pat, or that someone by
the name of Pat receives an award. The
important thing is that the woman lives,
and Peter lives. ■
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At Home,
Away from Home
Photo courtesy of Marino Nguekam

Mary Rieke Murphy

At

Mass in Kimmage Manor Parish one Sunday a hymn started. Heads in

the church turned as one. People shifted, became alert, ears were poised, you had to
listen. There was a new male voice in the choir. It filled the church with rich tones
and imbued a well known melody with a new graceful dynamic. Here was Marino
Nguekam, young Spiritan priest from Cameroon, his voice bringing deep warmth to a
cold December. It could touch your soul.
Marino stepped away from the microphone, back into place with the choir.
Newly appointed to Bawnogue Parish in Dublin, Ireland this amiable, willing, open
and refined young Spiritan is playing a quietly effective part in parish life.
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Marino came to Ireland on November
29, 2005, his first time in Europe. From
December to March he travelled in and out
to Harcourt Street, a valiant feat when you
contrast an African climate with Dublin’s
winter months, taking English classes at the
International Study Centre.
“I knew how to introduce myself in
English but could not express myself or
speak English fluently the way it is spoken
in Ireland. I was also taking guitar lessons
and starting to learn how to drive. Fr.
Austin Healy CSSp made me feel at home
and welcome and really helped me. In the
beginning he took me out and around and
was always there for me.”
Although by no means his first choice,
Marino was chosen by the Spiritan Central
Africa Province to come to Ireland just
5 months after ordination to priesthood on
July 9, 2005 in Cameroon. His three expressed preferences for first appointment
did not include Europe, though he was
“open to being sent anywhere as a missionary must be, and I said that I would be interested in working in a non-French culture.”
“From reports to do with community
life and relating to people during my nine
years’ study, my Superior told me I had the
kind of profile to go to Ireland, that it
would be easy for me to adapt. And so I am
here, on loan to the Irish Province.”

Milltown — a good place to study
Five months later in April 2006 Marino
started going on weekends to minister in
Bawnogue Parish, Clondalkin, Dublin. On
June 2 he moved there, joining Spiritan Joe
Beere while also studying a full-time course
in Pastoral Studies at Milltown Institute.
“Milltown is a very good place. If you
are open you can meet people from many
different places, with different beliefs or
religions. Talking with them can add to or
change your own perspective; you hear
what someone from another background or
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culture thinks, you begin to understand
their views on things. In my class for example, there are lay people, a priest from
China, religious Sisters and a Presbyterian.”
As Marino lists the subjects on the
diploma course, it is easy to see why he believes it is a heavy course to pack into one
year. Any one of the subjects could be a
full-time course in itself and they are delivered through lecture and in some subjects,
placements.
One of Marino’s placements was Mount
Carmel Hospital. He visited patients regularly and his visits were followed up with
pastoral supervision where time was spent
with a course supervisor reflecting constructively on how Marino managed the
experience. Course evaluation also required
a number of written essays.

Free and welcome to visit
Marino is now completing the course
and settling into his first year in Bawnogue.
“I am feeling almost at home.” His eyes
light up to match his delightful smile while
he speaks “Parishioners are very welcoming.
The parish is like a big, wide family. I am
from a large family so that feels good. People
are really involved in church ministry in
Bawnogue. They will pop in here to the
house too and do something like bring a
piece of cake — ‘We had a birthday, or
some celebration, yesterday and kept this for
you.’ They invite me to outings or to stop by
for a cup of tea. I feel free and welcome to
go visit the families in their homes.”
As Marino describes it, there is plenty to
be involved in with this vibrant parish.
There is a new pastoral council with 12
members. Fundraising is ongoing with regular envelopes and special events, as well as
the usual groups, activities and services that
make a parish a life-giving force in a community. It is all there in Bawnogue including three choirs.
“Sometimes when I am not on the altar,
I sing with the choir. There is a group that
is asked to sing for weddings. I have sung
with them.”

International living
Marino looks ahead. When he has completed his studies in Milltown, he will have
time and become more fully involved in the
parish. Before coming to Ireland he learned
what international living requires. He studied philosophy in Gabon, did his novitiate
in Cameroon, was in Congo Brazzaville for
his pastoral program and back to Cameroon
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for theology in Ngoya in the oxymoron
suburbs of Yaoundé. Ngoya is a consortium
for all religious orders with approximately
260 students, 54 of them Spiritans, when
Marino was there. He was ordained deacon
with 20 Spiritans, 3 of them Cameroonians.
This international experience during training and study would be typical for a Spiritan
belonging to the Central African Province,
composed as it is of five countries: Gabon,
Congo, Central Africa Republic, Cameroon
and very recently Equatorial Guinea.
“It is mainly up to me to meet people. I
went out to people and someone told me
people appreciate me doing that because
Irish people are shy and won’t take the first
step. I will always take the first step.
“I have friends. There are people who

When I feel lonely,
I have a place I can
go, have a laugh
and a sing song.
have come from Cameroon to live in Ireland. I meet them sometimes and have
been invited to attend weddings, funerals
and other celebrations. During Mission
Week last October I was in the group that
planned the liturgy for Mass broadcast live
from RTE studio. They have asked me to
be involved again next October. In
Bawnogue there are friends and families so
when I feel lonely, I have a place I can go,
have a laugh and a sing song. If I am at
home here it is because of Fr. Joe Beere. He
is like a Dad for me.
“When I go home to Cameroon this
summer, it will not be difficult to come
back to Ireland. I am happy here.”

Working with young people
Marino’s seminary Overseas Training
Programme (OTP) was in Congo Brazzaville working in a parish where he led the
vocational group, and organized retreats
and after-school study for young people.
He also taught religion in the school. He
likes working with young people.
“It is uplifting. Joy comes from young
people. They are open and curious; they
want to know and all the time want to
know more.
“We had a youth campaign for HIV, a
drama and singing. Young people are very

concerned. We discussed human development, psychology and sexuality. I am open
to discuss issues of sex with youth as they
are open and confident as they ask me
questions in this area. I would go out with
them, just to be together, not to judge their
behaviour but to understand them and
bring them around.
“In any group you will find 3, 4 or 5
who are leaders so I wasn’t the only one
doing and giving things. The parish priest
was a reserved and quiet man, but also
open minded and helpful. My office was
usually filled with young people and noise
and he would come in to be with us.”
Marino was in Congo for one year only
but seven years later he still stays in contact
with some of the young people he met
there. He is going home to Cameroon this
summer for his holidays and plans to
spend a week in Congo in the parish where
he did his OTP.

Internationality — a way of life
While Congo was new to Marino, living
and thinking internationally was not. Once
he decided to become a Spiritan, internationality became a way of life, even though
his upbringing was rooted in a large family
of 3 sisters and 4 brothers in Yaoundé,
the capital city of Cameroon (population
1,100,000). And too, coming from West
Cameroon, gives Marino other roots as a
member of the Bamileke tribe. Cameroon
is a country that enjoys peace except for a
minor upheaval in 1982, ten days of violence in the capital when a new head of
state was elected and the incumbent was
reluctant to relinquish office. Marino, a
young boy, clearly remembers seeing
soldiers and shooting in the streets.
The Nguekams belonged to the French
Spiritan Parish 100 metres from their home
and Marino went to its Catholic primary
school. Secondary was public. He belonged
to the parish vocational group where people
who feel a call from God, not necessarily to
the religious life as a vocation but in the
broad sense of the term, meet once or twice
a week. There were about 25 who also
planned liturgies and took on the responsibility of visiting people who were sick or
elderly and other parish social works.
Marino’s experience in Ireland is but
another step in Spiritan formation which
prepares missionaries to be “paratus ad
omnia”, prepared for everything. ■
Reprinted from Outlook with permission.
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Food for
Thought
There is a crack in everything.
That’s how the light gets in.
Leonard Cohen

Compassion means that if I see my friend
and my enemy in equal need, I shall help
both equally. Justice demands that we
seek and find the stranger, the broken,
the prisoner and comfort them and offer
them help….
Mechtilde of Magdeburg

Memory is different from history. History is
about events that occurred long ago to
someone else. Memory is my story. It’s
about where I come from and of what narrative I am a part. History answers the question, “What happened?” Memory answers
the question, “Who, then am I?” … I cherish the richness of knowing that my life is a
chapter in a book begun by my ancestors
long ago, to which I will add my contribution before handing it on to my children.
Rabbi Jonathan Sacks

A parish must become a missionary parish.
When we talk about a missionary parish
there are two dimensions — within and
outside. The mission within is with the
churchgoers. But we have to keep in mind
those who are without. And those who are
within we have to provoke in order to have
them be missionaries going out.
It has been my conviction that any religion
that professes to be
concerned about the
souls of men and is
not concerned about
the social and economic conditions that
scar the soul, is a spiritually moribund religion only waiting for
the day to be buried.

Fr. Carlos Sierra Tobon
St. Andrew’s Parish, Toronto

The poor are not our problem:
we are theirs.
Gustavo Guttierez

Martin Luther King

The days are long gone, one hopes, when missionaries
thought they were bringing God to godless people, or that
they were the givers and the people were simply the
recipients…. By now we should have discovered how God’s
Spirit lives in others’ lives, and how much we ourselves have
to learn and receive from others.
Anthony Gittins CSSp
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God’s Very Small Throw-away Miracle
Photo courtesy of VICS

Ellen Einterz and Myra Bates

CAMEROON

I

t was the grandmother who knelt by
the bed and leaned forward until her
face nearly touched the baby’s,
Zogolo’s. The mother sat at the foot of the
bed, a safe distance, and watched. The
grandmother clucked her tongue and
sucked her cheeks, and the sound produced, the song, caught the baby’s ears and
for a moment the infant stopped writhing.
Her skin still had the smoky dullness of the
seriously ill, and her eyes were sunken
in shadow. Budding from a cotton cord
around her neck, an olive-sized leather
pouch nestled between the knobs of her
collarbones. In its pit was a scrap of paper
penned with the Koranic verse meant to
save her life.
She was her mother’s eleventh child,
and the only one alive. In an act of defiance
or submission, her parents had named her
Zogolo, which means Throw-away. It was
their way of letting God know that they
were prepared to lose this one too, should
He dare to make that His will. She was
twenty-five days old and had spent most of
those barely clinging to life.
When Zogolo was yet in the womb, a
conclave of village elders met and decided
that the mother’s milk must be bad, for
why else would she lose so many children,
and so when the baby was born they lifted
her, still sticky with blood, from her
mother’s breast and placed her in the wrinkled arms of the old woman.
The grandmother did her best, but the
cow milk and rancid butter she fed the child
wracked the fragile intestine and within
days Zogolo fell violently ill. The elders
brought her to the marabou, the Muslim
holy man, and to the guérisseur and to the
féticheur, and finally, once their flame of
hope had cooled to cinders, they packed up
their mats and pots and sacks of millet and
trekked twenty miles, crossing two rivers
and a border, to Kolofata in Cameroon.
We treated the baby’s numerous ailments and we stopped the cow milk and
the butter and set about trying to convince
the mother and the grandmother and the
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Dr. Einterz at work in Kolofata, Cameroon.

whole village entourage that the mother’s
milk was not bad, was not mula. This task
took days to accomplish, for the proof
before them — the ten dead children —
seemed irrefutable. Mula is the name given
to the milk of a woman who has lost several offspring, and although it looks and
smells and tastes no different from other
milk, it is ascribed mystical powers to kill.
Debunking the notion of mula means erasing a traditional belief that goes back to the
beginning to time. In our setting, a child
deprived of breast milk is destined to die,
but this terrible truth has no bearing on the
ancient, entrenched taboo.
Trembling with trepidation, the mother
took her child in her arms and fed her for
the first time. Hesitantly. Haltingly. Letting
the infant suck and then pulling the breast
away. Giving again, then pulling away. Her
shoulders shook and tears crept down her
cheeks. It was okay, we told her, it was
okay, let her baby feed.
Sometimes in the course of a very sick
child’s illness one can witness the moment
when the relentless descent toward dark-

ness and death skitters to a stop and the
climb back to light and life begins. The fists
unclench. The forehead unfurrows. The
panicky breathing slows. The eyes lose their
blind, fearful gaze. In hospital, the mother
is often the one who sees it first and senses
what it means and who tells us, as we make
our morning rounds, that her child is
better, much better now.
One morning we came to Zogolo’s ward
and found her cuddled in her mother’s
embrace, feeding happily at the breast. The
grandmother sat beside them, clearly
pleased. How, we asked, was Zogolo.
“Zogolo?” the mother replied, chuckling
and shaking her head and smiling down at
her daughter. “Zogolo is here. Zogolo is
fine. Zogolo will not leave us now.” She had
watched ten of her babies fall sick and fade,
and she had buried them all, but this child,
this girl born to be thrown way, would be
the one God let her keep. ■
Ellen and Myra are VICS volunteers in
Kolofata, Cameroon. Fellow volunteers
work in 23 other countries worldwide.
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Mission Accomplished
Whitby Parish builds clinic in Thunga, Malawi

H

Gerry Scott CSSp
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Photos courtesy of George Njoroge CSSp

OLY FAMILY PARISH, in
great work. The people of Thunga
Whitby, Ontario, Canada,
Parish already know about your effort
under the leadership of Fr.
and will be forever grateful.
Robert Reddy, celebrated its 25th
To the principals, the vice-princiAnniversary in 2005.
pals, the teachers, the secretaries, all
With great energy and enthusiasm
school staffs, our most sincere gratithe parishioners planned many functude for your co-operation and inspitions and activities. In a truly Christian
ration. All of this great endeavor could
and missionary spirit they wanted to
not have been accomplished without
do something for a needy country.
the help of you parents. For your help
A committee was formed headed
and your encouragement to your child
by Mike and Janet Connors. The
many thanks.
Connors called a meeting attended by
And to return to the Sunday Masses
Fr. Reddy, Fr. Gerry Scott CSSp, a regfor a moment: on a Sunday in February
ular week-end helper at the parish,
2007 there was a coin collection for the
and Fr. Locky Flanagan CSSp, Provinclinic at all the Sunday Masses. Another
cial of the Spiritans. Fr. Locky had
$3,000 was raised on that occasion. All
Above: A nurse in Thunga Parish, Malawi, with her patient.
worked for some time in Malawi.
in all, in a little over a year, the parishBelow: The new clinic ready for opening.
Very quickly a project was found: to
ioners of Holy Family Parish raised
build a clinic in Thunga Parish in Malawi.
for your generosity, for your care and conover $34,000 for a clinic in Malawi.
Fr. George Njoroge CSSp, pastor of Thunga
cern for our brothers and sisters in other
On behalf of the Spiritans, Fr. Njoroge,
Parish, sent the blue prints and the estiparts of the world.
and the parishioners of Thunga Parish, our
mated costs of the clinic: between $25,000
And that is not all. Soon all the schools
most sincere thanks.
and $30,000 (CAD).
in the parish got involved. The combined
In particular we want to thank Fr. Reddy
On a week-end in May 2006, Fr. Gerry
efforts of All Saints High School and the
and the committee for their leadership and
launched the fund raising campaign for the
five grade school, St Theresa, St. Mark the
dedication to the project. The people of
clinic by speaking at all the Masses. The
Evangelist, St. Paul, St. Bernard, and St.
Thunga will be forever grateful to you.
following Sunday there was a special collecMatthew the Evangelist, raised a total of
Perhaps there are other parishes around
tion for the clinic. The Sunday subsequent
over $14,000. Most of this money will be
who would like to follow the example
to that Fr. Reddy gave a cheque in the
used to build a water tower for the clinic.
of Holy Family Parish, Whitby, Ontario,
amount of $17,000 for the clinic. It was an
It is not easy to find adequate words to
Canada. ■
altogether astonishing response from the
express our gratitude to all the children
people of the parish. Thank you, thank you
who participated so wholeheartedly in this
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General Statistics of the Congregation
Continent of Origin

Locations
Spiritans

Continent of Appointment

Total
Spiritans

1,215
37
169
11
64
1,389
39
1

Africa
Latin America
North America
Asia
Caribbean
Europe
Indian Ocean
Oceania

1,248
144
248
32
90
1,029
90
33

TOTAL

2,914

TOTAL

2,914

Photo by Paul McAuley CSSp

Africa
Latin America
North America
Asia
Caribbean
Europe
Indian Ocean
Oceania

Libermann Award

O

n Pentecost Sunday, 27th May, the Spiritans assembled
with their friends to celebrate their patronal feast with a
solemn Mass and reception at St. Joseph’s Church, Highland Creek, Toronto. In introducing Jim Hughes of Campaign Life
Coalition, Fr. Gerald FitzGerald CSSp gave the following address:
“The Spiritans struck a medallion some thirty years ago
named after their co-founder Francis Libermann. It is for the
Spiritans what the Order of Canada is for Canada. It is given
to those friends and associates whose lives best reflect the
vision and values of the Spiritans.
Jim became associated with the Canadian Spiritans when
he enrolled in the first class at Neil McNeil High School in
1958. When I joined the staff three years later Jim was the
acknowledged head boy in the school. He was the President
of the Student Council and a close associate of Fr. Troy,
Fr. McCarthy and the other priests at Neil McNeil.
From these early years Jim’s vision and dedication was apparent and it was obvious to his teachers that whatever career
Jim chose, he would dedicate himself to it heart and soul. We
had hopes that the Holy Spirit would give him a vocation to
the priesthood but instead the Spirit drew him to an equally
meritorious life of service.
Jim has spent his life fighting for the rights of unborn children. As a country we are proud of our Charter of Rights.
Through it, the native peoples, refugees, the handicapped,
the sick, the old, the orphans, those in prison, Canadians
interned during World War II and many other groups have
argued and won their rights. Only one group is still in its
personal Guantanamo i.e. the unborn Canadian children. To
this day they have no right to life.
Jim became active in the Right to Life movement and
soon, trusting in God, gave up his employment to work full
time for the cause. His wife and children supported him in
what looked like a foolhardy decision.
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Jim Hughes (left) receives the Libermann Award from Fr. Ted Colleton.

Later Jim founded Campaign Life, a unique Right to Life
movement, to put political pressure on our leaders in the state
and the church to fight to embody the right to life of the unborn in the laws of the country. The length of the fight, the viciousness of the pro-choice elements, the resistance of many of
our leaders, the indifference of so many of his fellow Catholics
and the failure to obtain a breakthrough, have not in the
slightest diminished Jim’s energy and dedication to the fight.
In Jim’s long career in this most Christian of arenas there
has stood beside and supported him every step of the way,
Fr. Ted Colleton, a father, a brother and in his old age, a son
of Jim’s. I call on Ted to confer on Jim Hughes, a most
worthy recipient, the 2007 Libermann medallion.”
After the conferring Fr. Ted and Jim received a very warm reception from the people gathered and Jim expressed his gratitude
and pride at having been honoured in this way.
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Fr. Michael Troy’s
Big Three
Michael Troy was born in October 1917
and was professed as a Spiritan in September 1937. He was ordained a priest in July
1947.
His friends are celebrating his three
great jubilees, 90th of birth, 70th of profession and 60th of ordination in Edmonton, Alberta on October 6th, 2007. For
tickets to this event call Olive Michaud at
780-484- 5933. Good wishes may be sent
to Fr. Michael Troy CSSp Holy Spirit
Parish, 10412-159 Street Edmonton,
Alberta T5P 3A7.

Fr. Jimmy Dunne Celebrates
The parishioners of St. Bernard of Clairvaux Church in Waterford, Ontario celebrated the Golden Jubilee of their pastor Fr. Jimmy Dunne CSSp who was ordained in
1957, with a Mass and Dinner on Sunday July 15th, 2007. Jimmy has served in their
town, part of St. Mary’s Parish in Simcoe, since he retired as pastor of St. Rita’s in
Woodstock. Before coming to Canada, he served as a missionary in Nigeria.
The celebrations were a true measure of the respect and love which the people of
Waterford have for Fr. Jimmy who had celebrated his jubilee in Ireland earlier with
the rest of his ordination class.

An Exciting Appointment
Golden Year Ahead for
Neil McNeil High School
On September 4th, the fiftieth group of
Grade Nine students will enroll in Neil McNeil High School in Toronto. Fathers Troy
and McCarthy welcomed the first students
a half century ago.
The Spiritans still own the school which
is operated in conjunction with the Toronto
Catholic District School Board.
A series of activities for alumni, students, staff and parents, beginning in September and continuing throughout the
year is being organized by a committee
headed by John Shanahan with a Jubilee
Dinner on Saturday May 10th 2008. For
tickets to this event and for a listing of
jubilee events please phone the school at
416-393-5502 #0 or check the website regularly at Neil McNeil High School under
the heading “School News.” The Jubilee
Mass is in St. Paul’s Basilica on Sunday
May 11th 2008.
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American Spiritan Fr. Bill Headley has been appointed the first Dean of the University of
San Diego’s School of Peace studies. His appointment is the culmination of a long international search to find the right leader to bring the University one important step closer to
realizing its dream of building a globally-recognized school to promote social justice and
peace building.
Since 2000 Bill Headley has helped oversee Catholic Relief Services (CRS) relief, development, and justice and peace programmes. Dr. Mary Lyons, President of the University of
San Diego, calls him “a world-class person in every respect” saying “Fr. Headley has led
important interdisciplinary collaborations with leaders from around the globe.”
When he was first approached about becoming Dean,
Fr. Bill hesitated. His work in
CRS had given him an excellent
outlet for his life’s passion: peace
building. But having built a
Peace Program from scratch at
Duquesne University and having
honed his ideas by nearly eight
years of practical peace building
with CRS, he comes with a
vision for the School of Peace
Studies. But he knows he needs
to hear more about the dreams
and expectations of the University community. “It should be
an exciting venture,” he says.
August 2007 / Spiritan
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Canadian Church Press
Awards of Merit
The Spiritan magazine received six awards for its 2006 issues.

General Excellence
It received the prestigious General Excellence Award for
Magazines, achieving first place in that category. The judge,
Dr.R.Osicki, Asst. Professor and Dept. Head of Communications
and Media, Providence College, Winnipeg, Manitoba wrote:
“Excellent design. Intriguing articles from a variety of sources.
Effective use of photography, graphics and typography. This is an
excellent magazine filled with plenty of surprises in content and
design. It serves its intended audience well.”
A great deal of credit must be given to Tim Faller who designs
every issue of Spiritan.

First Place: Poetry Category
Katie Marshall Flaherty’s Poem Pompilio’s Garden won first
place in the poetry section. The judges’ comments include,
“paints a strong, clear picture. I can see Pompilio at work. This
poem works at two levels. Firstly it is a good read from a literary
perspective. Secondly, it puts a face on the needs of many people
in Third World countries.”

First Place: Personal Experience
Doctor Ellen Eiterz’s story, The Tree is Planted in Kolofata
appeared on the page reserved for articles by VICS volunteers
writing from their overseas’ assignments. The judge commented,
“The beautiful images of two children, one lying so still, the other
planting a tree, are unforgettable. The clean, clear, spare writing
does justice to the experience. This intelligent, lively article is a
deserving winner.”

First Place: Theological Reflection

Welcome Fr. Nicholas Twumasi
The Spiritans of TransCanada welcome a new member,
Fr. Nicholas Twumasi CSSp, from Ghana. Nick was a teacher
for three years before joining the Spiritans and after ordination was appointed to live and work in St. Maurice Parish in
La-Accra and to teach in St. Thomas Aquinas Secondary
School. After eight years he was transferred to Toronto at the
request of the Spiritans there who need qualified teachers in
order to continue their commitment to Catholic education
in that city.
Nick will spend his first year here obtaining Ontario
teaching qualifications while getting Canadian pastoral
experience by helping in local parishes at weekends.

The Reverend Brian Pearson of Calgary, an author, musician,
story and Anglican priest awarded Pat Fitzpatrick first prize
for his article Let loose in the World. He commented that the
article was “an effective interweaving of biblical literacy and
historical reference in a narrative that is tight yet engaging at the
same time.”

Second Place: Opinion Piece
The late Fintan Kilbride’s article entitled Learning by Doing was
seen as a “fascinating and moving life story. The message is clear,
with insights drawn from personal experience.”

Third Place: Opinion Series
The personal contributions of Kathy Murtha, Kevyn Ernest and
Fintan Kilbride drew the following comments. “Articles are well
written and edited. The inclusion of scriptural references helps to
explain the basis of the Spiritan missionary movement.”
The editors thank all contributors whose input helped make
2006 a banner year for Spiritan.
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LE EL
V
Sandpaper and wood-curls light
on the grooved workbench grain.
Against
all odds, two carpenters share
this same workspace
(and tools, sunlight, resins,
mouseturds, rent, dreams) …
Come Mondays:
meticulous methodology of mitrebox, measuring tape, molding —
size map amid more, all
lined up at right angles — ruler
ready to straight a blueprint.
Precise, prepared, perpendicular:
a Plan!
Peculiar, on Wednesdays,
Oops, I mean Thursdays, usually;
well anyway, the same tools
knocked to the floor
in a forearm sweep to clear
the clutter for creation out of
chaos — and where’s
that dohickey? In the sawdust
frenzy of finding
what fits into what and
!wow! (eventually) …

In eighteen hours, both
careful carpenter
and whirlwind woodworker
will create
a cabinet as wonder-crafted, each,
as a fingerprint:
fine work, fine,
and half that time spent either
lining up the tools
or fumbling for them in the dust.
— Katie Marshall Flaherty

